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Editors’ Preface
When we at Petra Little Theatre (PLT) evaluated our mission in 
2013, we decided to create a new initiative which will support 
young student-playwrights and playwrights who are serious in 
creating new, original works pertaining to issues relevant to our 
society. So the New Play Development (NPD) was born.
From the beginning, we knew this program would take a lot of 
energy and time, but we also understand the significance it plays 
in building our local (and in turn, national) theatre scene, and 
we are committed to it. Since its inception, NPD has produced 
6 exciting, fresh, original works ranging from play to play-with-
music: “Evita”, “Congratulations, You Got the Job!”, “Mother, 
How Are You Today?”, “Listen to Me”, “Customer is King”, and 
“Going Home.”
When the playwright of “Listen to Me” came and shared her 
idea about the play, we were pessimistic. We thought, Here we 
go, another sentimental feeling trying to be an art piece. To make 
things more unappealing, she would like to write about high school 
students, a demographic we don’t normally cater to. However, in 
the name of nurturing young playwright spirit, we agreed to let 
her write. Few weeks later, she came with a draft. Discussion over 
discussion followed a series of drafts and revisions. When the time 
was right, we had our first reading.
We invited student-artists from English for Creative Industry, and 
it was a shock for us to witness how the theme hit home. They fell 
in love with the characters. We thought, This is it. This is the play 
we should produce to bring black-haired, acne-prone youth in high 
school uniforms to our studio. And it did.
Reflecting on the success of the 4-day sold out production, 
we decided to publish the play. Bernadeth Febyola Linando 
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scrutinized one aspect of life which we may overlook and dismiss 
as an ordinary hurdle in a teenager’s life, and turned into a strong, 
rewarding story to ponder and perform. And frankly, that’s one of 
the things that theatre ought to do for the society.
“Listen to Me” is a creative documentation of a struggling teenager’s 
life to find the worth of her own voice. It will bring you to the time 
when you asked yourself, once in a while, “What do I want?” or 
begged people around you to hit the mute button and listen to you. 
Most of us are searching for our own voice, sometimes in a hurry, 
sometimes in silence. We hope you enjoy it as much as we and our 
audience did.
Meilinda and Stefanny Irawan
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CHARACTERS
HAYLI KENCONO, thirteen years old when she first appears,  
  and later becomes seventeen years old, then   
 twenty years old. 
          
ANITA LUSI CANDRAKUSUMA, Hayli’s mother, thirty-five  
  years old when she first appears, and later   
 becomes thirty-nine years old, then forty-two   
 years old.
HILDA KENCONO, Hayli’s oldest sister, seventeen years old  
  when she first appears, and later becomes   
 twenty-one years old, then twenty-four years   
 old.
HENRIKUS KENCONO, Hayli’s older brother, fifteen years old  
  when he first appears, and later becomes   
 nineteen years old, then twenty-two years old.  
HUBERTUS KENCONO, Hayli’s younger brother, twelve years  
  old when he first appears, and later becomes  
 sixteen years old, then nineteen years old. 
PLACE
A spacious and luxurious bedroom of a wealthy girl.
TIME
The present
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LISTEN TO ME
Scene 1
Setting: A spacious and luxurious bedroom for a girl with dark 
brown as the main color.
At the upstage center is a double bed with pillows, bolsters, and 
a light brown blanket on it. A teddy bear, a calendar, and some 
books are on the headboard. To the left of the bed is a night lamp 
and to the right is a nightstand with an alarm clock on it. Behind 
the bed are two big windows.
At the upstage left is a dark two-column bookshelf filled with 
books, mostly philosophy books. Next to it is another nightstand 
with some bags on top of it. Next to it is a wooden coffee table 
but is used as a desk. On the desk are books, paper, a calendar, 
notebooks, and a pen holder filled with stationery including a box 
cutter.
At the downstage left is the bedroom door leading to a hall. 
At the upstage right, there is a two-seater sofa with a cushion, a 
blanket, and a small doll. Next to the sofa is a chest of drawers 
with some flower and pictures on top of it. Next to the drawers is 
a tall mirror and an open wardrobe with some clothes.
At rise: Lights off. When the lights are on, all things are at place.
HAYLI (V.O).  Hi, I am Hayli and I want to be heard.  
LIGHTS ON.
(A 13 year-old Hayli enters the room with 7 books on her arms 
and a backpack on her back. She wears blue and white junior-
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high-school uniform. She walks towards her desk to put her 
books. Then she puts her backpack on the window seat, sits, and 
opens one of her books.)
ANITA LUSI.  (Walks in to Hayli’s room with her cellphone on 
her left ear and her handbag on her arm. She talks on the phone.) 
All right, that would be great. I’ll see you on Monday then, at 
4:30 p.m? (beat) Okay, great. Thanks! (Puts her phone to her 
bag and talks to Hayli.) That was your character building tuition 
teacher. You are going to have a lesson with her on Monday as 
the exchange for last week’s absence.
HAYLI.  Okay Ma. Ma, tomorrow we’re still going to the book-
store, right? I want to buy two more books!
ANITA LUSI.  (Looks at Hayli.) Tomorrow? Oh, I forgot to tell 
you! Tomorrow you’re going to have a violin course. Last week 
you went with your Koko to mall, remember? 
HAYLI.  But, Ma how’s the book store?
ANITA LUSI.  I’m sorry dear, I am afraid your violin course is 
more important than the books for now. You’ve missed it once. 
Also, your books are not going anywhere, they will stay in their 
place until you come, okay? (Is about to go out of the room.)
HAYLI.  (Runs to the door, closes the door, and stands in front of 
it.) But, Ma, I want them by tomorrow. Please? (Begs.)
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(Anita Lusi is surprised with Hayli’s sudden movement that she 
drops her phone and her handbag.)
ANITA LUSI.  Hayli! (Takes the phone, makes sure her phone is 
okay, looks at Hayli.)
HAYLI.  (Gasps and comes to her mother.) Is your phone dead?
ANITA LUSI.  (Annoyed.) Did you learn anything from your 
character building lesson?
 
HAYLI.  (Lowers her head.) I’m sorry Ma.
ANITA LUSI.  Is it okay to be disrespectful to your parents?!
HAYLI.  N-no Ma. 
ANITA LUSI.  (Types on her phone.) You will have four meetings 
per week with your character building’s teacher. (Dials a number, 
puts her phone on her ear, leaves the room.)
(Hayli looks upset and is trying to hold back her tears. A moment 
later, HILDA KENCONO enters the room. She wears glasses and 
looks at Hayli, pissed.) 
HILDA.  What happened with you and mama just now? Why 
is mama so upset? Did you do or say something that made her 
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unhappy? (Stands with arms crossed.)
HAYLI.  (Startled.) I-I just wanted her to go to bookstore with 
me tomorrow.
 
HILDA.  And she refused?
HAYLI.  Yes, Ce. 
HILDA.  Of course she refused! She has more important things to 
do than going to the bookstore with you!
HAYLI.  But, she promised me last week! (Lowers her head and 
her voice.) Violin course. Hm!
HILDA.  Hayli, please don’t do stupid things. If she said you 
must attend a course it means you have to do it. Isn’t it clear?
HAYLI.  Can’t I ask her why at least?  
HILDA.  (Sighs.) You’re such a little meme, aren’t you? (Clears 
her throat.) Do not ever, ever talk back to your parents. Do not 
ever, ever question their opinion! Be polite to them and always do 
what they want you to do because all the things they ask you are 
for your own good. Do I make myself clear?
HAYLI.  Yes, Ce. (Lowers her head.)
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HILDA.  Good. Now, be a good girl. (Is about to go out of the 
room but suddenly turns back.) Oh yeah, I almost forget, Mama 
said your extra character building lesson is on Saturday. (Goes 
out of the room.) 
HAYLI.  (Heavy sigh.) Less having fun, more lessons.
FADE OUT.
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Scene 2
FADE IN. The next day.
(Anita Lusi enters and checks her daughter’s room. She goes to 
her desk. She picks up some of her books and reads one of them. 
Then, she puts them back on the table. She checks her dressing ta-
ble, her bed, and her wardrobe. When she feels like everything is 
at the right place, she goes out. After some moments, Hayli enters 
the room, still in her uniform. A moment later, HENRIKUS KEN-
CONO, Hayli’s brother, comes in carrying his bag.) 
HENRIKUS.  Heyy, whats up? (Sleeps on Hayli’s bed.)
HAYLI.  Oh my God, Ko. You surprised me. 
HENRIKUS.  What happened at school? Did anyone trouble you? 
If so, I’ll kick him right on his ass!
HAYLI.  Whoa, whoa. Chill, Ko. No one troubles anyone. 
HENRIKUS.  Great. How’s mathematics? You get along well?
HAYLI.  Yeah… about that. (Sits on her bed.) I hate mathematics. 
It’s so difficult.
HENRIKUS.  How about your mafia [note: an Indonesian slang 
for mathematics, physics, and chemistry subjects] tuition with Ce 
Lilik? Does she help you much?
HAYLI.  Well, she’s good. 
HENRIKUS.  Finish your sentence.
HAYLI.  What? That’s all I want to say.
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HENRIKUS.  You have “but” on your way.
HAYLI.  Fine. But, sometimes she talks too fast and when she 
talks too fast I can’t understand her explanation at all.
HENRIKUS.  Ask her to repeat the explanation then. 
HAYLI.  Hmm... I am afraid Ce Lilik will tell mama about it.
HENRIKUS.  About...? (Confused.)
HAYLI.  About asking for explanation over and over again. Do-
ing that will make me sound and look stupid. Mama said that girls 
have to be smart. Girls have to understand what people say in a 
snap and never ask them back. (Sighs.) Oh, and that’s also what 
my character building teacher says.
HENRIKUS.  Whaaaatt? (Scoffs.)
   
HAYLI.  Why are you scoffing?
HENRIKUS.  What kind of nonsense is that? 
  
HAYLI.  (Shrugged.) That’s what Mama said. 
HENRIKUS.  But, do you really believe that?
HAYLI.  Well, if you ask my opinion Ko, no.
HENRIKUS.  Exactly, thanks to that nonsense, now you don’t 
understand mathematics at all. (Hayli freezes.) You better ask ce 
Lilik to explain the part that you don’t understand over and over 
again, or else you’ll get a bad score or bad scores.
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HAYLI.  (Thinks for a moment.) Okay, that makes sense. I will 
ask her then. (Stands up, takes some books on her desk, then sits 
back on her bed.) Ko, here, read this book! (Gives the book to 
Henrikus.) I want to ask you some questions about it.
HENRIKUS.  (Takes the book.) What is it about? Is it another 
biography of famous people? (Checks the back cover then opens 
the book.)
HAYLI.  Nooo, it’s a philosophy book, you know! I asked mama 
to buy me… (Takes the book from Henrikus’ hand and reads 
the title.) Nature and Selected Essays by Ralph Waldo Emerson 
(Gives the book back to Henrikus.) Come on, read it. (Smiles 
widely.)
HENRIKUS.  Alright. Seems that you like it very much. (Opens 
the book and starts reading one sentence.)
HAYLI.  Like it? Hmmm… let’s see.
HENRIKUS.  Oh, there is a good saying here: The only person 
you are destined to become is the person you decide to be. (Looks 
at Hayli.) Do you know what that means? (Smiles.)
HAYLI.  Exactly! That’s what I want to ask you. That quote both-
ers me a lot. I mean how come a person can choose what he or 
she wants to be in the future? Isn’t that too naïve?
HENRIKUS.  No, it’s not ‘too naïve’. I’ll tell you why, because at 
the end of the day, there’s only you and yourself you can depend 
on.
HAYLI.  What? No, that’s not true. I have you, Mama, Papa, 
Cece, and Sinyo.
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HENRIKUS.  But when you grow up, do you want anyone to 
tell you, no, to dictate you, how to live your life? (Hayli thinks.) 
Okay, I’ll give you an example, you don’t like mathematics right? 
(Hayli nods.) You dislike math completely, but Mama forces you 
to be a mathematician. Do you want that?
HAYLI.  Well, no of course not!
HENRIKUS.  That’s what I’m talking about.
HAYLI.  So, you mean, I have to rebel? Rebel against anyone 
who is trying to stand in my way?
HENRIKUS.  No, dear Meme. You can do it in a nice and polite 
way.
HAYLI.  And, what’s that?
HENRIKUS.  Communication.
HAYLI.  (Repeats Henrikus.) Communication. (Thinks.)
HENRIKUS.  (Teases Hayli.) Are you sure you understand what 
I’m saying?
HAYLI.  Ko, please. (Rolls eyes, realizes something.) Are you 
kidding?
HENRIKUS.  (Laughs, messes Hayli’s hair.) I believe you under-
stand. You’re a smart girl. (Hayli smiles.) Alright Me, I’m going 
back to my room. (Stands, stretches, takes his bag, and leaves the 
room.)
(Hayli closes the door, lies down on her bed, takes the book, and 
starts to read. Her phone rings. She answers it.)
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HAYLI.  Hello? (beat) Yes, it’s me. (beat) Oh, okay! Great! Wait 
a sec. Thanks! (Hayli throws her phone on her bed. She talks to 
herself.) Finally! My philosophy books!
(Hayli goes out of the room. A moment later, HUBERTUS KEN-
CONO enters the room. He brings some papers. He walks to-
wards Hayli’s bed then sits upright on the edge. He picks one of 
his papers and starts reading it out loud.)
HUBERTUS.  Jeopardize. J-E-O-P-A-R-D-I-S-E. (Checks the 
paper.) It’s not “s”, it’s “z”! (Clears his throat.) Jeopardize. J-E-
O-P-A-R-D-I—
(Hayli opens the door.)
HAYLI.  Oh hey, what are you doing here? (Messes Hubertus’ 
hair, puts her books on the bed.)
   
HUBERTUS.  NO! (Fixes his messy hair.) Do not ever! Ever! 
Touch my hair.
HAYLI.  Calm down. It won’t change anything. You’re still as 
ugly as ever. (Lies down on her bed then looks at Hubertus’ pa-
pers.) What are those? (Takes one of Hubertus’ papers.) Spelling 
Bee competition?
HUBERTUS.  (Looks at Hayli in disgust.) Aren’t you going to 
change your uniform first? It’s dirty and you’re from outside. 
How come you sleep on your bed with dirty clothes? That is so 
unacceptable.
HAYLI.  (Sits.) Hey! This is my territory. Also, I’m older than 
you. Why are you so fussy? (Lies back down.)  
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HUBERTUS.  Only one year older. (Scoffs.)
  
HAYLI.  Alright, that’s it. What do you want? You still haven’t 
answered my question. What are you doing here?
HUBERTUS.  (Gives the paper he to Hayli.) Can you help me 
with this?
HAYLI.  What do I get in return?
HUBERTUS.  Um... money? 
HAYLI.  (Laughs.) Dude, I’m as rich as you. 
HUBERTUS.  Okay then I don’t know! What do you want?
HAYLI.  Stop being so fussy when you’re in my room. Can you 
give me that?
(Hubertus looks annoyed, still doesn’t answer. His arms are 
crossed.)
HAYLI. (Pulls her face closer to Hubertus’ face and looks into 
his eyes.) Hello?
HUBERTUS. (Looks away.) Fine!
HAYLI.  Good! Oh by the way, do you know that loneliness does 
not come from having no people around you, but from being 
unable to communicate the things that seem important to you? 
(Smiles widely, waiting for a response.)
HUBERTUS.  (Confused.) Umm, no.
HAYLI.  Not at all?
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HUBERTUS.  Is that another philosophy of yours that only you 
and Koko understand?  
HAYLI.  (Rolls eyes.) Okay, you don’t understand, I get it. Let’s 
get back to your spelling bee. (Messes Hubertus’ hair.) Now, 
show me.
HUBERTUS.  Ugh! (Fixes his hair.) That one. The intermediate 
list. (Points at the paper.)
HAYLI.  Have you memorized it?
HUBERTUS.  Yes. (Smiles.) I am ready.
HAYLI.  Okay! Now spell “jeopardize”.
HUBERTUS.  (Clears throat.) J-E-O-P-A-R-D-I-Z-E. Jeopardize.
HAYLI.  Good! Okay now “govern—
ANITA LUSI (V.O).  Kids, dinner.
HUBERTUS.  Mama is calling. Let’s go. (Collects all his papers 
and exits the room.)
(Hayli lies on her bed and takes one of her books. She then lies 
on her stomach and starts reading. Hubertus returns, half-opens 
the door.)
HUBERTUS.  Aren’t you coming?
(Hayli looks at Hubertus then focuses back on her book.)
HAYLI.  Busy. Later.
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HUBERTUS.  But, mama called us to have dinner. Besides, 
you’re still in your uniform. If you want to read on your bed at 
least go change. I mean it’s so dirty, what if—
(Hayli throws one of her pillows at Hubertus.)
HUBERTUS.  Ouch!
HAYLI.  Fine, I’ll go. (Sits.)
HUBERTUS.  (Before exiting.) What a monstrous sister.
HAYLI.  WHAT? 
(Hubertus runs. Hayli chases him, but he escapes.)
HAYLI.  (Shouts in the hallway.) YOU’RE A DEAD MEAT, 
Nyo! (She enters, closes the door and goes to her wardrobe. 
Anita Lusi enters the room.)
ANITA LUSI.  What are you doing? What was that all about?
HAYLI.  (Startled.) Oh, that was— We were playing around.
ANITA LUSI.  You do know that girls should not shout, don’t 
you?
HAYLI.  (Lowers her head.) Yes, Ma.
ANITA LUSI.  Okay good, there will be no more shouting like 
that in this house. (Looks at Hayli’s uniform.) Aren’t you going to 
change?
HAYLI.  Yes, Ma. I’m about to. 
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ANITA LUSI.  Why haven’t you changed anyway? (Sees her 
bed.) And you slept on your bed just now? That’s really unac-
ceptable. You’re from outside and for sure, a lot of germs, dust, 
and any other bacteria are on that uniform. You can’t just sleep on 
your bed with germs sticking on your clothes like that.
HAYLI.  Yes, Ma. (Lowers her head.)
ANITA LUSI.  (Sighs.) Now go change. We are waiting down-
stairs.
(Anita Lusi goes out of the room. Hayli lets out a heavy sigh.)
FADE OUT.
L i s t e n  t o  M e  b y  B e r n a d e t h  F e b y o l a  L i n a n d o32  
33 P e t r a  L i t t l e  T h e a t r e ’ s  N e w  P l a y  D e v e l o p m e n t  P r o g r a m  S e r i e s
you’re still in your uniform. If you want to read on your bed 
at least go change. I mean it’s so dirty, what if—
(Hayli throws one of her pillows at Hubertus.)
HUBERTUS.  Ouch!
HAYLI.  Fine, I’ll go. (Sits.)
HUBERTUS.  (Before exiting.) What a monstrous sister.
HAYLI.  WHAT? 
(Hubertus runs. Hayli chases him, but he escapes.)
HAYLI.  (Shouts in the hallway.) YOU’RE A DEAD MEAT, 
Nyo! (She enters, closes the door and goes to her wardrobe. 
Anita Lusi enters the room.)
ANITA LUSI.  What are you doing? What was that all 
about?
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HAYLI.  (Startled.) Oh, that was— We were playing around.
ANITA LUSI.  You do know that girls should not shout, 
don’t you?
HAYLI.  (Lowers her head.) Yes, Ma.
ANITA LUSI.  Okay good, there will be no more shouting 
like that in this house. (Looks at Hayli’s uniform.) Aren’t you 
going to change?
HAYLI.  Yes, Ma. I’m about to. 
ANITA LUSI.  Why haven’t you changed anyway? (Sees her 
bed.) And you slept on your bed just now? That’s really un-
acceptable. You’re from outside and for sure, a lot of germs, 
dust, and any other bacteria are on that uniform. You can’t 
just sleep on your bed with germs sticking on your clothes 
like that.
HAYLI.  Yes, Ma. (Lowers her head.)
ANITA LUSI.  (Sighs.) Now go change. We are waiting 
downstairs.
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(Anita Lusi goes out of the room. Hayli lets out a heavy 
sigh.)
FADE OUT.
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Scene 3
FADE IN. The next day.
(Hayli enters the room followed by Henrikus. Henrikus lies 
on the bed while Hayli sits at the desk.)
HENRIKUS.  Anything new at school?   
HAYLI.  Nah, nothing much. How’s yours? (Takes one book 
from the desk, opens it)
HENRIKUS.  All good. How’s your mathematics? Getting 
better?
HAYLI.  Yeah, a little bit. Well, at least now I understand 
what to do with different word problems. (Writes on the 
book.)
HENRIKUS.  Great. You asked Ce Lilik to explain it to you, 
right?
HAYLI.  Yes, Ko and it works. (Turns to look at her brother.) 
Thanks. (Back to her book.)
HENRIKUS.  No worries. 
HAYLI.  Oh, hey, Ko, listen. I found another interesting 
quote. This one is from Carl Jung, one of the famous psy-
chologists in the world! (Goes and sits on the bed.)
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HENRIKUS.  Okay, let’s hear it.
HAYLI.  I am not what happened to me. I am what I choose 
to become.
(Smiles.) What do you think? It’s weird, right? How come 
you cheat your destiny?
HENRIKUS.  Nah, it sounds the same with what Emerson 
said, don’t you think?
HAYLI.  Yeah well, they do sound the same. It makes me 
think, though. (beat) So, it means that I’m the one who holds 
the wheel of my life?
HENRIKUS.  Yep. You have the right to choose what you 
want to become in the future.
HAYLI.  Can I do it?
HENRIKUS.  Sure, you can! (Smiles, messes Hayli’s hair.) 
By the way, I am going to try indoor rock climbing this 
weekend. 
HAYLI.  Sorry, what did you say?
HENRIKUS.  You heard me. Indoor. Rock. Climbing.
HAYLI.  OH, MY, great goodness! That indoor rock climb-
ing we saw last week? On our way home? The one with little 
handmade rocks? That sport?    
HENRIKUS.  Yes!
HAYLI.  Can I come? Please, please, please!  
HENRIKUS.  Sure, you can. I called the receptionist and 
booked on Friday. 
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HAYLI.  Fri-friday?
HENRIKUS.  Yep, Saturday and Sunday are fully booked, 
she said. People are really hyped about this indoor rock 
climbing! Woohoo!
HAYLI.  (Sighs.) I can’t join you then.
HENRIKUS.  Why? Do you have a tuition on Friday?
HAYLI.  A? Three! 
HENRIKUS.  What are they?
HAYLI.  (Writes on her book, answers lazily.) Character 
building, mafia, and violin.
HENRIKUS.  (Looks at Hayli and walks towards her.) Are 
you crying? (Checks.)
HAYLI.  (Turns away, with a shaky voice) No!
HENRIKUS.  Hey, don’t cry. (Hugs Hayli.) You know what, 
you can cancel those tuitions if you want. Only for this 
week. I’ve done that like million times. 
(Releases his hug.) Why don’t you try it?
HAYLI.  I tried it before.  
HENRIKUS.  And?
HAYLI.  Mama gave her long and boring lecture. She told 
me that learning new things is more important than hanging 
out with friends. I know! But can’t I at least have fun? For 
once in a while? 
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(Hilda enters. She brings some books.)
HILDA.  (Puts the books on the bed.) Thanks for lending me 
these books. They are great. (Looks at Hayli and recognizes 
her teary eyes.)
HAYLI.  Yeah, no problem.
HILDA.  Hey, what’s going on?
HAYLI.  Nothing.
(Hilda looks at Henrikus.)
HENRIKUS.  She wants to join me for indoor rock climbing 
on Friday, but she has three tuitions on that day.
HILDA.  So?
HENRIKUS.  So, I told her to cancel her tuitions only for 
this week.
HILDA.  Are you sure? (Looks at Hayli.) I mean, Mama 
already paid the tuitions fee in advance. 
HENRIKUS.  Well, if that’s the case, maybe she can ask for 
re-schedules?
HILDA.  Hmm, nah. I don’t think that’s a good idea either 
since the tutors are so busy teaching everyone else. 
HENRIKUS.  Then, do you have any better suggestion?
HILDA.  Well, if you ask me. (Clears throat. Looks at 
Hayli.) First of all, you’re a girl. Girls don’t climb. Girls do 
things that are not dangerous and risky. Second, you better 
stay at home and just have all the tuitions in time. You have 
violin course on Friday right? I think you need to practice 
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more on your vibrate since yours is weak. And the last one 
is well, I don’t suggest you to do it but, you can ask Mama 
about this matter, too. What do you think Mama will say 
about it?
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HENRIKUS.  Oh wow, some helpful suggestions! Negative 
person alert! (Mimics alarm sound.)
HILDA.  Shut up, Henrikus! You’re 15 already. Act like 
your age. (To Hayli.) You better stay home if you don’t want 
to be grounded. (Exits.)
(Hayli sighs.)
HENRIKUS.  What? You listened to her so-called sugges-
tions?
HAYLI.  She has a point. What can I do?
HENRIKUS.  Me, you always have choices. And know this, 
you’re in charge of yourself, of your decisions. Remember 
what Emerson said about “the only person you are destined 
to become is the person you decide to be”? 
HAYLI.  Yeah, Ko, I know. But, this is Mama I’m dealing 
with!
HENRIKUS.  So?
HAYLI.  Well, can you respect her as your parent?
HENRIKUS.  I do respect her, but we need to respect each 
other’s opinion, too. Okay, I’ll leave the decision in your 
hand. If you want to come with me just let me know before 
Friday, alright? (Messes Hayli’s hair then exits.)
(Hayli fixes her messy hair. She looks back at her writing. 
She closes the book and takes her philosophy book. She 
takes the book with her to bed. She opens the book and reads 
it. Anita Lusi comes in. Hayli spontaneously sits upright.)
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HAYLI.  Ma, what are you doing here? (Surprised, puts her 
book on the bed.)
(Anita Lusi walks towards her and sits on the edge of the 
bed.)    
ANITA LUSI.  Do you want to go with your Koko this Fri-
day?
HAYLI.  I, mmm, I.. (Pause.) Did Cece tell you about it?
ANITA LUSI.  Yes. 
HAYLI.  I’m about to tell you, Ma.
ANITA LUSI.  There’s no need. Where are you going?
HAYLI.  Indoor rock climbing.
ANITA LUSI.  Okay, that activity is too manly for a girl like 
you. Are you going?
HAYLI.  (Hesitates.) If I say yes, will you be angry with 
me?
ANITA LUSI.  No. Why would I?
HAYLI.  (Looks at her mother in disbelief.) Does it mean 
you give me the permission?
ANITA LUSI.  I didn’t say so. Do you want to go?
HAYLI.  (Excited.) Yes, Ma!
ANITA LUSI.  Do you have tuitions on that day?
HAYLI.  Yes, three.
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ANITA LUSI.  And what are they?
HAYLI.  Character building, mafia, and violin.
ANITA LUSI.  Well, what can I say? If you don’t have those 
tuitions on that day, I’ll give you my permission. Those 
tuitions are important for you. You know you’re weak at 
mathematics, and that’s not a good news because you want 
to choose the IPA track, right? 
HAYLI.  (To herself.) Wait, what?
ANITA LUSI.  You also need to practice your vibrato. Your 
teacher is going to have you performed at her recital next 
month. Cha—
HAYLI.  She didn’t tell me about that!
ANITA LUSI.  (Annoyed.) And this is one of the reasons you 
can’t miss your character building course. It is impolite, very 
impolite, to cut people when they talk. (Sighs.) I think we all 
need to learn how to behave well in front of the public. Even 
me, I’m still learning how to behave well in front of every-
one. Right?
HAYLI.  (Lowers her head.) Yes, Ma. Sorry, Ma.
ANITA LUSI.  Alright then you understand. Good girl. I’ll 
tell your Koko about this. Maybe not this week, but some-
day. Okay? (Kisses Hayli’s head then exits.)
HAYLI.  I do really want to go. (Lies down her back and 
closes her face with her book.)
FADE OUT.
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Scene 4
FADE IN. 3 YEARS LATER.
(Anita Lusi and Hilda sit on Hayli’s bed. Both bring their 
handbag. They look so neat. Anita Lusi looks at her watch. 
Hilda applies her lipstick while looking at the mirror.)
ANITA LUSI.  What took her so long?
HILDA.  No idea. 
ANITA LUSI.  (Looks at Hilda.) What are you doing?
HILDA.  Oh this? (Looks at Anita Lusi.) Applying lipstick. 
Here, Ma, try it. It’s matte, the color suits your lips.
ANITA LUSI.  (Takes the lipstick from Hilda’s hand, applies 
some on her lips.) Oh wonderful! This is a nice one. Where 
did you buy it?
HILDA.  Sogo. There are so many matte colors for this se-
ries. 
ANITA LUSI.  (Gives the lipstick back to Hilda.) I wish your 
sister is also fond of make ups just like you, so we can share 
together. 
(Hilda rolls her eyes. Anita Lusi sits on the edge of the bed.)
ANITA LUSI.  Come, sit here with me. She’ll come in a 
minute.
(Hilda puts her lipstick in her bag. Then, Hayli enters.) 
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ANITA LUSI.  CONGRATULATIONS!
HILDA.  (Lazily.) Yeah, congratulations. 
HAYLI.  Whoa, Ma, Ce. What is this? 
ANITA LUSI.  You got into IPA! I’m so happy for you! Papa 
also called to congratulate you. You better call him after this. 
(Hugs Hayli.)
HAYLI.  (Releases hug.) What do you mean, Ma? It’s IPS 
that I want.
ANITA LUSI.  Oh honey.  (To Hilda.) Hilda, can you help 
me explain why IPA is the best choice to your sister? I need 
to drink. (Exits.)
HAYLI.  So... Ce? What’s that all about?
HILDA.  You got into IPA. Happy?
HAYLI.  IPA? But, how come? All I want is IPS.
HILDA.  What do you mean you want IPS? Every student 
in this city want to get into IPA. If you choose IPA as your 
track, then it will be easy for you in the future.
HAYLI.  But I’m not one of those “every student”. 
HILDA.  Well— 
(Anita Lusi enters.)
ANITA LUSI.  So, have you told her? (Smiles.)
HAYLI.  Ma, I don’t want IPA. I want IPS. Can I change it?
(Anita Lusi looks at Hilda.)
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HILDA.  I’ve told her Ma, but she insists.
ANITA LUSI.  Hayli, listen, every student in your school is 
dying to get into IPA.
HAYLI.  But I don’t want to. I want IPS. (Uneasy.)
ANITA LUSI.  Hayli, what did I tell you about this behav-
ior?
HAYLI.  I know Ma, I know, but can you please for this 
time, listen to me?
ANITA LUSI.  No! It’s you. You are the one who must lis-
ten. You have to! It’s important for you to learn science and 
biology. 
(Hilda dials a number.)
HAYLI.  But why? Why do I have to study those subjects?
ANITA LUSI.  So that you can choose any major when 
you’re in college later. It’s safer that way.
HAYLI.  I know what major that I’ll take and it has nothing 
to do with IPA.
ANITA LUSI.  No! You have to get into IPA. No question 
asked. And I won’t change my decision. Do you understand?
HILDA.  Um, Ma? Sorry to interrupt. (Gives her phone to 
Anita Lusi.) It’s Papa. 
ANITA LUSI.  (Takes a deep breath then exhales.) Hi, Pa. 
How are you? (beat) How’s work? (beat) I’m doing good, 
I’m with the girls now. (beat) Oh, nothing, just clarifying 
some things to Hayli. (beat) She rejects, she doesn’t want it, 
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she chooses IPS instead. (beat) I know; I’m trying my best. 
(beat) Alright, talk to you later. I love you, bye. (Gives the 
phone back to Hilda, looks at Hayli, walks towards her.) 
Honey, this not for me. I am doing this for your own good. 
I hope you can understand. (Hugs Hayli for a moment.)
(Hilda exits, followed by Anita. Hayli sits on her bed. Hen-
rikus and Hubertus enter.)
HENRIKUS.  Hey, hey, hey. What’s up? (Looks at Hayli.) 
What’s wrong? 
HUBERTUS.  Ce, can you help me with this one? (Gives 
some paper to Hayli.)
(Hayli lets out a heavy sigh then looks and smiles at Henri-
kus.)
HAYLI.  I am fine. (Takes the papers.) Another spelling bee 
competition?
(Henrikus sits on the bed. He checks Hubertus’ papers.)
HUBERTUS.  Yes. And this one is tough, it’s the interna-
tional level!   
(Henrikus takes the paper from Hayli.)
HENRIKUS.  I want to help you. Let your sister rest for a 
while.
HAYLI.  (To Henrikus.) Are you sure you can handle this?
HENRIKUS.  Sure, why not? It’s just spelling. All you 
have to do is spell those words, right?
HUBERTUS.  No, it’s not! Duh! (To Hayli.) Ce, can you 
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please?
HENRIKUS.  Let’s give it a try. Now, spell “aerodynamic”.
HUBERTUS.  (Annoyed.) A-E-R-O-D-Y-N-A-M-I-C. Aero-
dynamic.
HENRIKUS.  (Amazed.) Oh wow! Awesome! Here. (Gives 
the paper to Hubertus.) Ask me. I want to know my spelling 
skill.
HUBERTUS.  What? How come— 
HENRIKUS.  Come on! Ask me one! I’m ready.
HUBERTUS.  (Annoyed.) Spell “appearance”.
HENRIKUS.  Okay, appearance. Alright. Hmmm. A-P-P-E-
A-R- hmm what’s next? Did I make it right so far? Did I?
HUBERTUS.  You can’t cut it. You have to keep spelling!
HENRIKUS.  Alright, alright. Let me start from the begin-
ning.  A-P-P-E-A-R-A-N-S-E. Appearance! 
HUBERTUS.  No! You don’t use “s” for appearance. (To 
Hayli.) Ce, can you, please? This is important for me. 
(Pause.) Ce, what’s wrong? Why are you sad?
HAYLI.  Well, since everybody asked, I got into IPA.
(Hubertus and Henrikus speak at the same time.)
HUBERTUS.  Whoa! That’s awesome!  
HENRIKUS.  What?
HENRIKUS.  I thought you hate Math? 
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HAYLI.  Mama forced me to. And I don’t even know how 
she did it. 
HUBERTUS.  Well, that’s very nice of Mama to do that for 
you. I want to enter IPA too when I’m in senior high.
HENRIKUS. (To Hayli.) But you want to take IPS, don’t 
you? Can’t you talk your way out of it?
HAYLI.  I did. My opinion was nothing compared to hers. 
HENRIKUS.  What did she say?
HAYLI.  She said she is doing it for me and it’s for my own 
good. Can I still argue with that?
HENRIKUS.  Well, you have never really tried to talk to her. 
So, how do you know her reaction?
HUBERTUS.  Sorry to interrupt, but I think that’s not a good 
idea. Mama always gives the best for her own children. 
HENRIKUS.  She does, but sometimes, she needs to listen 
to her daughter’s opinion. All this time, you and Ce Hilda 
always do as you’re told, but deep down inside, don’t you 
guys have any slightly different opinion from Mama? 
HUBERTUS.  (Thinks for a moment.) No. It’s easier to fol-
low Mama’s rules. I like it, that’s why I’m excelling at spell-
ing bee.
HENRIKUS.  But what if the other children of hers have 
different opinion from hers? Like me and Hayli? (To Hayli.) 
Well, I think you need to talk about it, Hayli. This is about 
your future. I did talk to her and look what happened to me. 
(Smiles.)
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HUBERTUS.  Yeah right. Mama never asks you to follow 
her rules anymore. That sucks, Ko.
HENRIKUS.  That’s exactly my point, Hubertus. (To Hayli.) 
She never gives me rules to obey anymore. (To Hayli and 
Hubertus.) Look, I am not teaching you guys to be ungrate-
ful children but you need to speak up, and maybe you will be 
heard. Your opinion matters. (Messes Hayli’s hair.) Cheer up, 
sister! (Looks at Hubertus for a moment.) Hey, do you want 
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me to help you with your spelling bee?
HUBERTUS.  No— 
HENRIKUS.  Okay, that’s a yes! Alright! Come to my room, 
you little learner! (Takes the papers, exits.)
HUBERTUS.  God! Ko! (Runs after Henrikus.)
(Hayli watches them go out of her room and closes the door. 
Then she sits on her bed and a moment later, lies down.)
HAYLI.  For the sake of my future. I should talk my way out 
of it. Should I? Should I not?
(Hayli thinks, then walks back and forth, mumbles, then 
shouts.)
HAYLI.  I can’t do this. I need to clean up. 
(She walks toward the chest of drawers, takes some tissues, 
then starts cleaning. She also cleans up her desk. Then, she 
makes up her bed. Anita Lusi enters. Hayli is startled.)
ANITA LUSI.  Hayli, what are you doing? We’re going to 
Pakuwon Mall to celebrate you getting into IPA. I’ll be wait-
ing downstairs, okay.
HAYLI.  Okay, I’ll go down in a minute. Still making my 
bed. 
ANITA LUSI.  Good girl.
(Anita Lusi is about to exit. Hayli hesitates, but she finally 
calls her mother.)
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HAYLI.  Ummm, Ma? 
ANITA LUSI. Yes?
HAYLI.  Can we talk?
ANITA LUSI.  (Sits on the edge of Hayli’s bed.) About what?
HAYLI.  (Hesitates.) About me getting into IPA.
ANITA LUSI.  (Exhales, taps the spot next to her.) Come, sit 
here with me.
(Hayli sits next to her mother.)
ANITA LUSI.  What bothers you?     
  
HAYLI.  Ma, don’t be angry and listen to me, please. (beat) I 
don’t want IPA. (beat) Please don’t be mad at me.
ANITA LUSI.  (Strokes Hayli’s hair.) Okay, I know that you 
don’t want to take IPA. You told me earlier. But, here I give 
you the advantages, if you choose IPA you’ll have more op-
tions when you enter university. You don’t have to worry 
about your future job, too. Also, you’ll have a greater chance 
of success. I know your talent, Hayli. You’re smart. I believe 
you can do better than this.
HAYLI.  I don’t know, Ma. IPA is just not my thing. I don’t 
really like chemistry and physic. 
ANITA LUSI.  Well, you can learn about that. They are 
neither hard nor difficult. You just haven’t liked it, yet. Give 
it a try, will you? (Pause.) You know that I am doing this for 
you, right?     
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HAYLI.  Hmm... But, still, IPS is my first choice.
ANITA LUSI.  (Exhales heavily.) For God’s sake, Hayli! 
Can you see the good side of you taking IPA as your track? 
What could go wrong with that? (beat) Do you remember 
Wan Wan, my friend’s son? Wan Wan’s father is a doctor, a 
very famous ENT doctor in town. Wan Wan himself, he took 
IPS as his track when he was at your age. Now, his parents 
regret his son’s decision to enter IPS. Not only can’t he fol-
low his Papa’s path, but he also can’t have a stable job! He 
is now a freelance photographer. Is that a satisfying job? 
Can you buy a house with that job? No! (Calms herself.) My 
point is, taking IPA won’t hurt you. It’ll help you with a lot 
of new knowledge instead. But, most of all, you can choose 
a major that is desired by many people.
HAYLI.  What do you mean? A major that is desired by 
many people?
ANITA LUSI.  My point is, you have to be grateful for tak-
ing IPA as your track. Can you accept that for now?
HAYLI.  (Thinks.) Okay, but with one condition. Can I 
choose my own major when I am in college?
ANITA LUSI.  We’ll discuss about that later. (Kisses Hayli’s 
head.) You are such a lovely girl. Let’s go downstairs, the 
others are waiting. 
(Anita Lusi exits.) 
FADE OUT.
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Scene 5
FADE IN. 3 years later.
(It’s Hayli’s room. The room is messy with a big hand writing 
“TOMORROW, 09:00 A.M, U.M, INTERVIEW, PSYCHOL-
OGY BUILDING, FINGERS CROSSED!” on her calendar. 
There are some clothes on the sofa, the bed and on the chest 
of drawers. Overall, her room is not neat. Hayli enters, cry-
ing. Anita Lusi follows her.)
ANITA LUSI.  (Upset.) Hayli, please don’t do this now. I 
don’t have time for this.
HAYLI.  (Cries.) Ma, what did you just do to me?
ANITA LUSI.  I am doing my best to get you into this major. 
Isn’t that all you want?
HAYLI.  What? My want?
ANITA LUSI.  Yes, to become a doctor.
HAYLI.  (Gasps.) Ho-how? Wha-what are you talking 
about? 
ANITA LUSI.  You heard me. 
HAYLI.  A doctor? Who said so? I don’t recall saying any-
thing about becoming a doctor!
ANITA LUSI.  I know, but it’s for your own good.
HAYLI.  Sorry? My own good? 
ANITA LUSI.  Yes! Now stop being so childish. I don’t have 
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time for your drama. You better wash those teary eyes and 
change your clothes. Tomorrow is your second interview. Be 
prepare. 
(Hayli closes her eyes. Anita Lusi walks to the door, about to 
leave.)
HAYLI.  I don’t wanna go.
(Anita Lusi turns around and looks at Hayli.)
HAYLI.  (Firm.) I don’t want to go.
ANITA LUSI.  Excuse me?
HAYLI.  You heard me. (pause) I don’t want to be a doctor.
ANITA LUSI.  Hayli, I spent a lot of money to make them 
waive the writing exam. All you have to do is just come to 
interviews and be nice. (Exhales.) Don’t you want to be a 
doctor? It’s a major that everyone desires.
HAYLI.  No, Ma. I have NEVER wanted to be a doctor. 
ANITA LUSI.  Hayli! How come you said so? Being a doc-
tor is everyone’s dream. You’ll get all you want easily. The 
money, the fame, the pride!
HAYLI.  But I don’t want to be a doctor and all the things 
you said! It’s not what I want!
ANITA LUSI.  Listen to me, you’ve done everything well 
after all these years. Why? Because you did what I asked 
you to do. Just one more step to become a doctor and you 
can achieve what you want in this life.
HAYLI.  (Scoffs.) What I want? Do you know what I want?
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ANITA LUSI.  Yes of course, to become a successful person. 
HAYLI.  But, I never mentioned about being a doctor, Ma. I 
don’t want to be one.
ANITA LUSI.  (Looks at Hayli for a moment.) Hayli dear, 
this is not you talking, is it?  
HAYLI.  Ma, it’s me and it has always been me. But, all the 
things that I have done are your desires, not mine. You’ve 
used me to accomplish your missions. But, from now on, I 
refuse to become your puppet. 
ANITA LUSI.  What are you talking about? You’re happy 
doing all the things that you’ve done so far.
HAYLI.  (In disbelief, raises her tone.) I am happy? Do I 
look happy to you?
ANITA LUSI.  Hayli! Don’t use that tone to me!
HAYLI.  I AM NOT HAPPY, MOTHER! And you can’t see 
that! ARGH! You can’t force your opinion to me anymore. 
I have my own dream! You convinced me to enter IPA just 
because you want me to be a doctor. (beat) I never get the 
chance to choose my own path. Do you even bother to ask 
for my opinion? DO YOU?
ANITA LUSI.  HAYLI! Stop using this tone! If you do this 
one more time, I won’t let you hang out with your friends 
anymore. Who taught you to behave like this? Your Koko? 
Your friends?
HAYLI.  (Raises her voice.) It’s YOU! It’s you who made 
me like this! It doesn’t matter anymore if you don’t let me 
hang out with my friends because you never care anyway! 
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All you care about is turning me into a doctor!
ANITA LUSI.  I CARE about you, Hayli! Why are you act-
ing so childish?
HAYLI.  (Walks towards her bookshelf.) Do you know that 
I LOVE philosophy? (Takes one of her books, opens it.) 
Carl Jung, the father of analytical psychology, once said, “I 
am not what happened to me. I am what I choose to be-
come.” (Tosses her book on the bed, takes another, opens 
it.) Sigmund Freud, one of the most famous and influential 
psychologist, once said, “Unexpressed emotions will never 
die. They are buried alive and will come forth later in uglier 
ways.” (Looks at Anita Lusi for a moment, tosses her book 
on the bed, takes another, opens it.)
ANITA LUSI.  Listen, Hayli, I don’t need—
HAYLI.  Emerson, my favorite philosopher, once said that 
“The only person you are destined to become is the person 
you decide to be”. (Closes the book, tosses it on her bed, lets 
out a sigh, and looks at Anita Lusi in the eyes.) I’ve decided 
to become a psychologist. I want to help other “Haylis” out 
there. You can’t forbid me. 
ANITA LUSI.  What nonsense is that? What are you talking 
about?
HAYLI.  See? You never ask. You don’t know anything 
about me, at all.
ANITA LUSI.  I’ve never asked because I know what’s best 
for you and you’ll thank me for that later.
HAYLI.  That’s not true! (Approaches her calendar.) You 
see that writing? (beat) Do you know that I have an inter-
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view today? And I missed it because of you?
ANITA LUSI. Psychology? You’re not going to enter that 
major. That is the major for people who couldn’t get into 
medical school. It’s their second option. No. You’re not 
going to the major for people who are desperate and don’t 
know what they’re going to do with their life. 
HAYLI.  Yes! That’s me! I don’t know what I’m going to do 
with my life because my mother has already planned every-
thing for me. FOR MY OWN GOOD! HA!
(Henrikus enters.)
HENRIKUS.  Hayli, what— (Looks at Anita Lusi.) Ma? 
What happened?
ANITA LUSI.  I don’t know. Something’s wrong with Hayli. 
She said she doesn’t want to become a doctor.
HAYLI.  I CAN’T BELIEVE IT! (To Henrikus.) Ko! Did 
you hear that? She keeps forcing her will! Does she even 
realize that I struggled passing chemistry, physic, and math 
when I was in senior high? (To Anita Lusi.) Do you remem-
ber that time when you insisted on me taking IPA as my 
track?
ANITA LUSI.  It was a long time ago! It was 3 years ago, 
Hayli!
HAYLI.  But do you know that I cried ALMOST every night 
at that time? I ALMOST killed myself, too!
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ANITA LUSI.  Why did you have to do those kind of things?
HAYLI. WHY?
ANITA LUSI.  You said you’re okay with that. Why do you 
bring up that topic now?
HAYLI.  Because I want you to STOP! (beat) What you 
think is best for me is not necessarily best for me.
ANITA LUSI.  (Shakes her head.) Hayli, I’ve done every-
thing to let you skip the writing exam, you just have to come 
to the interviews! (beat) I know what’s best for you and that 
means you are going to be a doctor!
HAYLI.  NO! THIS, is my life, not yours!
HENRIKUS.  Ma, I’m sorry to say this, but I agree with 
Hayli. She has the right to choose because it’s her life.
ANITA LUSI.  Henrikus!
HENRIKUS.  You’ve pressured her since she was a child 
by making her do all the courses she didn’t like. Did you 
ask her, at least? Which courses she liked or disliked? (beat) 
Now, she is a grown up, let her choose her own path, Ma.
ANITA LUSI.  What are you talking about, pressuring her? I 
did all of these for her own sake! 
HAYLI.  Stop, Ma. I won’t change my decision. You can’t 
interfere with my decision anymore. 
ANITA LUSI.  (Gasps) How dare you talking to me like 
that? You’ve become so wild. Can’t you be like your sister?
L i s t e n  t o  M e  b y  B e r n a d e t h  F e b y o l a  L i n a n d o60  
HENRIKUS.  Ma, can you not—
HAYLI.  DON’T ever compare me to her!
ANITA LUSI.  She is the perfect example when you listen 
to your mother. Can’t you see? She’s successful now. That’s 
because she has listened to me all this time.  
HAYLI.  (Scoffs.) You know nothing about your children! I 
simply don’t want to be her. She’s so miserable, she never 
stops crying every single night.
ANITA LUSI.  Stop acting childish and listen to me, Hayli. 
This is all for your own good, I want you to be happy. 
HAYLI.  No. I’ve decided not to come to the interview.
ANITA LUSI.  I raised you and spent a lot of money for 
you and your tuitions just to see you become an ungrateful 
daughter?
HAYLI.  I HAVE NEVER ASKED YOU TO CHOOSE MY 
PATH FOR ME!
(Anita Lusi slaps Hayli.)
HENRIKUS.  Ma!
ANITA LUSI.  (To Henrikus.) You! Stay out of this! (To 
Hayli.) You’re not going to go to the interview by yourself, 
are you? Okay if that’s what you want. But, I’ll make you 
come to the interview even if I have to drag you .
(Henrikus checks Hayli’s cheek. Anita Lusi takes away the 
bedroom key and exits)
HENRIKUS.  Wait, Ma!
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(Henrikus follows Anita Lusi. The door is closed and 
locked.)
HENRIKUS (V.O).  Ma, you can’t do this!
ANITA LUSI (V.O).  Move! You’re a disgrace to our family!
(There are the sound of steps going down the stairs. Hayli 
tries to open the door several times. She covers her face with 
her hands. She squats. She cries. She wipes her tears. Then 
she stands up and, frustrated, throws things from her desk. 
She notices the box cutter. She picks it up and looks at it for 
a long time. Then, she places the box cutter on her left wrist. 
There is a sound of someone tries to open the door.)
HENRIKUS (V.O).  Hayli, do you have any spare key?
(Hayli recognizes her brother’s voice but she doesn’t answer. 
She looks at the door.)
HENRIKUS (V.O).  Hayli, what are you doing?
BLACK OUT.
THE END
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